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nobody h&s understood, and realised, an<t enjoyed the utmost possibili-
ties of this soft and peaceful beauty unless he has voyaged down the
Neclbur on a raft. The motion of a raft is the needful motion; it is
gentle, and gliding^ and smooth, and noiseless; it calms down all
feverish activities, it soothes to sleep all nervous hurry and impatience;
under its restful influence all the troubles and vexations and sorrows
that harass the mind vanish away, and existence becomes a dream,
i charnij a deep and tranquil ecstasy* How it contrasts with hot and

WAITING FOE THE  TBAIN.

perspiring pedestrianism and dusty and deafening railroad rush, and
tedious jolting behind tired horses over blinding white roads I

We went slipping silently along, between the green and fragrant
banks, with a sense of pleasure and contentment that grew and grew
all the time. Sometimes the banks were overhung with thick masses
of willows that wholly hid the ground behind; sometimes we had noble
hills on one hand, clothed densely with foliage to their tops, and on the
other hand open levels blazing with poppies, or clothed in the rich
blue of the corn-flower; sometimes we drifted in the shadow of
forests^ and sometimes along the margin of long stretches of velvety